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The Web of Life 






Nearly 150 years ago, Chief Seattle, 
a wise and respected Red Native 
Chief delivered this compelling 
message to the government in 
Washington, which wanted to buy his 
people's land. This is perhaps the 
most eloquent statement ever made 
on the environment. 
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‘<p# 3trarer ?n$?n m ?’ 

tta fte?r Tgorm - 

33 # sit, q i »a i t mm ^ s?rem ? 

m$m 3n£rf mm •ttfR i dd #ta - 

art jtffiJki nrt <s 3i i q<*ei i <n i >pet 



3nf ! 

• • _ 

&\&m t ^\o \ 9 

fad l -atH-fogt l STc§m 5 C% 

^ tawdS i g<wi ' gf mm, 

mms spot, gsmr gt, 

I mm qftsr 3nt, g3at 3n|.’ 



How can you buy the sky ? 
Chief S eattle began. 

How can you own the rain 
and the wind ? 




M y mother told me, 

Every part of this earth is sacred to 
our people. 

Every pine needle, every sandy shore. 
Every meadow and humming insect. 

All are holy in the memory of our 
people. 
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£ sm\ I *?tt, | ares | 
arat sms aita. 

trfeMt %w, Dsm i h^ ®flcs 31# gts^Mt 
f?faR | ^3I5& aret aitfl. 

m?sn g-faft area are want , <§ 
srar aiffi 3?tt afajrga wro I fSfcfe 
I f«a «n&, ^ resre g*im 
ait. 

Hsmfgff fffRRS trpaim f &wr-an st&s 
afiffifa r a re^arr qfafa t r aiffi am 

m$tm aria. 



The bear, the deer, the great eagle, 
these are our brothers. 

The rocky crests, the meadows, the 
ponies - all belong to the same family. 

The voice of my ancestors said to me. 

The shining water that moves in the 
streams and rivers is not simply 
water, but the blood of your 
grandfather's grandfather. 

Each ghostly reflection in the clear 
waters of the lakes tell of the 
memories in the life of our people. 
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^cb&cfc 4 l ffl l'l -an m»a>W I 3H4MIH 
xmt 3Fi?afr m» i J]si i 3 snam 

3am. 

ar men snaarr afgoft 3nta. 
fsrr 3tra^ asm smrnn . 

rsrfaa am? a i ^rft i ntear ©tear 
-mar ^cbH i H snf^r m 3n*att 
gcHM i cbM i aats fts aimara. 

<p# 3 mmar anssatr dfg^T l '44 
345 fot ttrm ft4sa ar s rafaa aw. 




The water's murmur is the voice of your 
great - great grandmother 

The rivers are our brothers. 

They quench are thirst. 

They carry our canoes and feed our chil- 
dren. 

You must give to the rivers the 
kindness you would give to any brother. 
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art# srmfar m, 

^4T 3T3j[e2f 3fl^ • 

3rmesrr ^ferr ^jRfra A 3n|. 

5ttj &§( ?ft itfcUzz ft 3nc32rmr 



grr s^ra 3iuw i gfsM ?erf^rr qfgerr 
3nR ft4£^FT 3JRf itcTeff. gTT SKcfldl 
3nf^r arr i pgt qf^r tot. assist 

d^ i d i ^ gaff^H -4ft 3rm^m, piWcRf 
m |H 4T^tfteT. 



The voice of my grandfather said to me 

The air is precious. 1 1 shares its 
spirit with all the life it supports. 

The wind that gives me my first 
breath also receives my last sigh. 

You must keep the land and air apart 
and sacred, as a place where one can 
go to taste the wind that is 
sweetened by the meadow f lowers. 







sfer fazm ?flatsr sntpt 

3fann - st#m Mm ft^T 

D<tlo| I H<hg i fcHc&)<H S3T 3rRwT 
st#m ^RT H$ft fStrtt 31 l <i4 u l # 

sn^r. 

ft^r sf#i fetft 3 nPr 3 mm a# 
firm* 3 PBtfter aa ? 
safari g^rn# 3 m wOtaef #a snffi 
311351 wfetT i 3 ti#a 3 ti| aSl, 

3n3# art afMi 3f vsm <m#. 3ti3# 



f?h}T TO XS$ 3191 311#H. 




W hen the last Red M an and W oman have 
vanished with their wilderness, 
and their memory is only the shadow of a 
cloud moving across the prairie, will the 
shores and forest still be there ? 

W ill there be any of the spirit of my 
people left ? 

My ancestors said to me, "This we know: 

The earth does not belong to us. 

W e belong to the earth." 




15 



16 




m# 3ti3ft ^u ii <hi shtt, 

3 w st fSwtRt ?h=r pair 

Rnw jr ! 

# gR°ft 3tm# 3tt£ 3nt 3nf®r 3n£r 
st <st£t fttatt <*l+-(iV 

#t^r ! m°ft gw iifieft jr fM 

g# 



The voice of my grandmother 
said to me, 

T each your children 
what you have been taught. 

The earth is our mother. 

W hat befalls the earth befalls all the 
sons and daughters of the earth. 





3 ti?f snffi 3 ti?srT sgtW 

m tffo §^r ! 

im <s<m stTft gsgr 3fr=an dUf*3 i 

JWHal l H StSf f?1$5T 3tl| ? 

w> i co8ii laMt gs# m rm ^sr zmrn 
fhgr ^ra s^h ? 

sfamft dte-^M 'i 33# qtc£fa snstm 
mm ftgr $ra itgm ? 

zrmrm st&m qfer wr^q-t i 33# 

apffirf gsjsr zmm ft^r mu ? 



Hear my voice and the voice of my 
ancestors, Chief Seattle said. 

The destiny of your people is a 
mystery to us. 

W hat will happen when the buffalo 
are all slaughtered ? 

The wild horses tamed ? 

W hat will happen when the secret corners 
of the forest are heavy with the scent of 
many men ? 
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M-fdfrfu 333 ^ gsotr 2 fg-n£l<H^ 
arcnft ftifsr smftm. 

ftgr jfd i <nw , fcn i jW $ra st^r ? 
sre ? 

fan aww ars3m sre? st^r ? 
snM shftet ?t ! 

^3i?m steam stiffi 
RratfW #i€t TOt ? 
ftgr ^doiNN 3m s^r 
3 tifSr ftrsm; lifter 
<ft to 

f3rm -t i ^an4) sots ! 




W hen the view of the ripe hills is 
blotted by talking wires ? 

Where will the thicket be ? Gone. 
W here will the eagle be ? Gone. 

And what will happen when we say 
good - bye to the swift pony 
and the hunt ? 

1 1 will be the end of living 
and the beginning of survival. 






mz a i ^ i d i JfrgtH 3tif, 

fi l' -tt ' < > lf<i ' <Wll afreet e<a* l ' 3ft Jl^<M I 3tltd, 
H4>^4> \ M 3RH|ffl 3n|H. 

| 4)44 1 *1' 3 tic 6 antTpoTof sn^t ft'Tatef ! 

aq rai l' d a i r& 3rf9?ra gjfer sm 3n|. 
sit 4l44 i *an ai i co a na i 3mm ?sn m <ft 
?4d!at ^<*iiwm4)*i 3n|. 

fflftffl 4a31<f | <»gl | al l cfe l d l 3nf 5Rc6 trt 3npT 9 

ftjammf fitett 3qm 3Rd<s &m. 

fihsiT 552 Ilt 3^5 §<Sd 9lfd std cRf fffldfd 931 

3n3fsft 3tmtf gn gslta ^<tih. 




This we all know: 

All things are connected like the 
blood t hat unites us. 

We did not weave the web of life, 

We are merely a strand in it. 

W hatever we do to the web, 
we do to ourselves. 

W e love this earth as a newborn loves 
his mother's heartbeat. 







agtjsra sn 3nsft gagraT 3twm swtsr feft 
m snsft fM 5t?ft cb i cb^ tnt H#er gaflft arr. 
3tR# sRf fitetm fot <s$fr twsr gaftft ^n. 
3TTa€t sr# srefer gasrarr feft cRfrber ft sraat m 
ft 18ft, ft s^t, art mn arraT wsttce <& r , 
gsparr Smi-aii g<?iRf i <fl snffi aifett g^tfwft, 
atfatm 3mft s^f S* gaft <sn. 
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I f we sell you the land, care for it as we 
have cared for it. 

Hold in your mind the memory of the land 
as it is when you receive it. 

Preserve the land and the air and the 

rivers for your children's children 
and love it as we have loved it. 
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Tfaqr crafrT C|i|jcKU||cK 
fcrftc^T t mfc n?T 3Tlt. 

%ETT cTter m*m 3lfiR&clc^l 
w anft^rcM ^gffsqr 

srrajR i^r cb<u-iK tin. t^r 

3Trf^T#5En TJcfiT a^i4 

f^riz^R artitterT <iaMa)4i t 
nar ftrftei t n?r nfstw 
an^Vldlt) fi^didl Rc4c4l tt^f 
fiumuHd Tiiq<icb ant. 

Nearly 150 years ago. 

Chief Seattle, 

a wise and respected Red Native 
Chief delivered this 
compelling message to the 
government in Washington, 
which wanted to buy 
his people's land. 

This is perhaps the most eloquent 
statement ever made 
on the environment. 
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